IN PHILADELPHIA
steam heating laid on ; the building we were standing on
obtained its heat from steam mains that ran through the
city from a plant two miles away.
" I hav'n't been over for twenty years," said the attendant.
" I suppose London has changed a bit since then, but it looked
very dirty and backward then. Dreadful place, I thought."
Standing above the unsmoked bricks of Philadelphia it
was a very natural conclusion for an unaffected fellow. There
is a lot of nonsense talked about the soft, beautiful atmo-
sphere of London, which is simply nothing but plain dirt, a
filthy, poisonous soot hovering always in the undesirably
damp air.
We descended to the town into the buried, busy streets
with names like Walnut, Spruce, Cherry and Chestnut, by*
the new Grecian station, Post Office, Art Museum and
Planetarium to the wide tree-planted Parkway at the head
of which stands the immense Art Gallery mounted on a vast
pedestal of innumerable steps. If such a thing is possible
the interior of the museum is more vast than the exterior,
and in it, set out in beautiful order, is a priceless collection
of exquisite work. It was impossible to do anything but
wander over the acreage, beginning with the series of rooms
from old Pennsylvania houses, elegant panelled rooms, and
the Pennsylvania Dutch miller's house which was all good
German peasant art. Then there are period rooms from all
over the world; there is a picture gallery with a special
exhibition of El Greco; all the usual bric-i-brac and no
sign of one unworthy exhibit; and, what seemed to us a
particularly intelligent acquisition for the New World (sic),
a complete medieval French chapel, and a ravishing
cloistered quadrangle, with a central fountain, from an old
monastery in the Pyrenees. It was a brief visit with which
to insult so distinguished 0. collection, but the point that
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